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I am waiting for something infinite 

it has a true presence 

yet very minuscule in form 

I am waiting for a shadow 

to anoint me with its darkness 

so that I may learn to be separated 

from the touch of the Sun 

I am waiting for the venom of memories 

to seize me once again 

I am waiting on the Moon's gleaming dagger 

to descend like a raven's feather 

I have loved and been destroyed by love 

I have been resurrected and condemned to wander 
wastelands of the mind's peripheries 

the constellations rise above a horizon of orchids 
I stare upwards towards the eternal threshold 

I offer up my dreams to the vast abyss of creation 
I entomb an echo of my spirit 

within the vision of a dark star 
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Shining butterflies of metallic wind 
hollowed out fragments of souls 

drifting through the ether of dioxides 
chemicals bound to the wired mind 

a star explodes in a universe beyond vision 
what I want is solitude and candles 

I seek mirages that wound the heart 

I seek a heart that was wounded 

by shattered love and madness 

I seek ascension from the abyss 

the music of the underworld 

I seek the mirrors of oblivion 

the philosopher's stone of collapse 

I seek it all greedily 

as if it were hashish from the golden veil of Helios 
I want to meet eyes with prophetic serpents 
I want to dance along the edge of the volatile chasm 
I gather all of the hollowed out fragments 
and cast them into the lake of diesel fuel 
scorched.eeeeewritten off.....immobilized 

I am left here as a statue 

with cement for eyes.....el can still see 

the Seven Sisters aglow so radiantly 
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In my youth 

my heart was a candle 
blown-out by a fierce storm 
with black hair 


a wind-lashed soul remains 
never quite 
truly resurrected 


now I can see it 

now I have discovered it again 
the once upon a ti Me cece. 

Old MCeccecwelOSt me 

drifting through machines 

and clouds of modernity 


my atomic soul 
is like an alien phantom to me 


sometimes....e.l can see her form 
yet I touch only empty air 


whisper of venom 
luring me to a disappearing mirage 


everything is an echo of the Sun 
is it not 


KE 


- 9/2022 


4e 


Listening for the kingdom's voice 

and gazing out of this window 

upon the streets of alienation 

my thoughts are not always my thoughts 
sometimes my mind is an astral radio 

that cannot be turned off 

waiting for eternal truths to fall like rain 
in this room I am solitude's disciple 

a pilgrim of the subconscious desert 

in this room I can hear 

the whispers of angels 

in this room I hang on by a thread of clarity 
and nOWeeeebeyond these walls....a tempest roars 
a shroud of grey descends.....consumes 

the hourglass spills its spectral sand 
listening for the kingdom 

again and again.ee..eIl am followed by doves 
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I am someone’s forgotten memory 

a voice left unheard 

I am someone’s broken mirror from the past 

Through which they saw the flowers 

growing through the window 

I am someone’s clown....-someone’s joker 

I am someone’s image of absurdity 

I am myself when the autumn moon 

looks like a pearl in orbit 

I am my own resurrected soul 

For so many times ....again and again 

I am my own unbeliever in the truth 

I am my own prophet of falsity 

I have heard the sounds of great cities within a seashell 
I have walked through fog and disappeared for centuries 
In a deep sleep I have astral projected among the coral tombs 
I have written sonnets to a raven 

I have whispered to a thorn 

This blood....this blood ....this blood 

was all there was of me 

And she has forgotten ....she has forgotten 

The one whose eyes were enchanting and deadly 

she has forgotten......and now 

I am someone's pillar of salt 

for I looked back upon the reflection 

of divine destruction in the mirror 
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ToOmMOLFTOWeeseeeeMy sonnets 
will echo through the clouds of Venus 


I was carried to a distant star 
at the first appearance of love 


it was a sensation of oblivion 
when I knew those eyes were gone from me 


I looked up at the night sky and saw 
a billion worlds looking back at me 


bottles and puffs of smoke 
my heart drifted upon a song 


she thought me but a fool 
yet I surprised her with my wounded soul 
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I only exist 
to believe in something incredible it seems 


fate is escaping down the street 
leaving behind a trail of unravelling astrology 


I can feel the vibration 
the immediacy of the lightbulb glowing 
shining through the dust of our own enigmas 


once more I wander 
through the valley of coyote howls 


I wait for nothing......1 stir for nothing 
I exist within a Tesla Coil's reflection 
in the pond of Ophelia's mortal beauty 


I am craving sunlight.....an interstellar echo 
I am aligning myself 
with the eyes of Virgo's serpent 


upon a plateau of alien architecture 

I light a candle 

and think of the Sun's garden of radiance 
I want to tell you 


of the muse I have known 
of her coal-dark stare 
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I have been mostly a phantom for years 
pieces of myself glued together 
held together by a discipline of routine 


I turn on the radio 
and hear the voices of seraphim 


I am estranged from my former self 
I now have new e€yeSeeeetO see new visions 


I am only partially awake to this modern world 
the rest of me is drifting through the dream realms 


this is me calling to you from Planet Earth 
from what is now the ancient times 


I lived in this world 
breathed its atmosphere 
and enjoyed its flowers 
when this echo finds you 


I will be someplace else 
on the eternal journey 
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I am haunted by too many broken mirrors 
I escape into mirages that I photograph 


a MomeNntesseea Place.....2 thought.....a dream 
now captured in image 

now brought into existence 

no longer quite a mirage 

for it does not disappear 


now I have awakened 
in a garden of astral light 


through what I see both beyond and within 
I can journey far 


I can be inside of a dream 
looking outwards 


through my window 
I can see the glow of Saturn's rings 


I can hear the magnetic symphonies of Jupiter 
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I threw the night away 

in despair again 

despair for tomorrow 

caught up in the mundane cycle 

the dead-end job 

leeching away at my soul 

I have to free myself from this cycle.....but how? 
all the capitalist clocks tick and tock 
in their orderly fashion 

when I'm alone at night 

the order dissipates 

I want to start anew 

anew beginning 

on the other side of the planet 

where the Sun and Moon 

will find me reborn 


KE 


- 10/2022 


ll. 


The dove flew over 
the radio transmitter 


the hawk flew in circles 
around the flickering candle 


I waited for something profound 
to be unveiled 
it didn't happen 


I'll wait again tomorrow 
for I believe 
in my own prophecy 


Iam a transparent soul 
surrounded by another invisible reality 


I seem strange to many 
I could never adjust 
to their social scene 


I went out into the forest of Pines 
and I made it my very own cathedral 
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I have tried 

to absolve myself with sunlight 
the beginning has become the last 
I am in search of a radiant muse 


but there in only this hurricane (Ian) 


waiting for the rains to end 
for the floods to recede 


remembering how the sunlight was 
how it must be again 


each hour feels like a century 
of the dreary 


a world anointed with wind 
and nature's fury 
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The comet has followed my soul 
upon this journey 


constellations sing to me 
the weeping words of the wind 


the scarecrow has a vision of Oedipus 
mist rising from the marble horizon 


I have lost the clear path 
in the valley of gardenias 


I have longed for the season 
that glows like the candle 


vines growing over this old bed 
where iguanas stare at the Moon 


I am waiting for the chime 
of the grandfather clock 


to behold once again 
the emerald reflection 
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Waiting for the sand crabs to appear 

for cigarettes to glow in the fog 

waiting for an albatross to lead the way 
waiting for the break of day 

in a crimson void 

in a telepathic world 

where the saints interrogate me with their eyes 
waiting for the frozen violins to be heard 
listening for the words 

of the crucified sonnets 


I know that I am lost 
in the valley of the shadow of solitude 


believe your own voice 
not that of the imposters 


walk towards the sea 
and throw away your assumptions 


you may find yourself dreaming 
of tomorrow's dawn 
before it appears 
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Listening to the echoes from the catacombs 

the music of dust and endless sleep 

the Sun is speaking with a new voice 

yet it is still more ancient than any of our souls 
save us from ourselves 

and from this false idolatry of spectacles 

save us from our own quick and blind capitulation 
to the Golden Calf 

give us words...give us voices 

that will shine like solar winds 

give us fountains of rejuvenation.......life eternal 
give us roses anointed 

give us desert visions 

give us redemption 

where solitude is a fallen tear 

give us the moonlight of our enchantment 

give us something to dream of 

in this uncertain hour 

give us immaculate wonderments 

and thorns that thirst for our blood and passion 
I have forgotten nothing 

of that serpent and her venom 

I carry with me through life 

little broken pieces of my own heart 

yet such a fate was mine 

I could never avoid my fate 

and my fate could not redeem me 

isolated and far from sanctified 

my visions spread their own dark feathers 

all of this fog......cities of fog 

MY SOUleeeee 18 a Shadow 

cast beneath the candelabra 

that illuminates a room full of memory 
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From the sub-conscious mind 

to the conscious mind 

to the Cosmos 

a transference of visionary thoughts 
directly out to the stars 

a window to our aspirations 

a sainthood of the streets 

we want to embrace the imagined light 

that we can see and feel within our hearts 
we want to taste 

touchesee-SMOKe eee NAUCE 

the purity of a true cosmic vision 

I want to exist beyond the light 

of an imagined lantern 

I want to exist beyond the gaze of a sphinx 
I want to believe that the modern world 
will not impede our souls from ascending 

I want to believe that we will soar 

like an albatross in the wind 

from the conscious mind to the Cosmos 

I want to have complete faith 

in our resurrection to the interstellar void 
avast chamber of echoes for our souls 

I want to co-exist with the harpies 

that devour our naive and desolate notions 
of the enigmas that creep up on us in our sleep 
if we only ever spoke in a radiant truth 
there would be no need 

for the darkness inside to ever awaken 
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I cannot find you anymore 
In the wasteland of my mind 


I have climbed up to the top of the ziggurat 

I have searched the horizon 

But you were gone 

Nothing left of you remains here except for these ashes of my 
thoughts 


I have journeyed from one end of a desert to another 
The desert was a part of me 

I created it within myself out of ignorance 

And there I was scorched and thirsty 

Punished and in agony 

So that I would learn what I needed to learn 


Yet perhaps it is too late now 

But I am glad all the same 

I have transformed myself into someone that you never knew 
and in so doing I have broken loose 

From the chains of all of these memories 


I was reborn in the scorching sunlight 
Upon a desert that only exist in the mind 
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Tonight I resurrected a desert 

a plateau of void within myself 

tonight I beheld a candlelight of the mind 
this morning in the Pines 

there was such a beautiful sunrise 

I wanted to be within it....a part of it 

I wanted to walk into the Sun 

I knew then.....[ could truly feel then 

that there were stories......sagas 

within the light itself 

sagas from the unimagined lands of creation 
sagas of lost....distant souls 

their echoes unheard 

yet within the sunlight 

there are a billion temples of spiritual memory 
and now the shroud of night has covered this Earth 
a world adrift amidst an endless sea 

of darkness.....yet also light 

light that holds within it 

reflections and souls 

of civilizations unknown 

souls that are awoken 

when our eyes can finally see 

the greater light within the light 
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Radio visions....of stars.....worlds 

the solar fire.....beautiful tongue of creation 
this night in particular 

is a solitary dove flying in a haze 

a violet cast into a nebula's fountain 

I have removed myself from withering gardens 
and yet I still find the vines and thorns 
gathering at my feet 

I find myself gazing so intensely 

into the night sky 

I cross lightyears within brief moments 

with an inner sight 

I envision SCONE Sececeseeel ZO tO places 

all within.....and then blasted out 

with great telepathic energy 
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20. 


A shroud now covers the Moon 

the Sun 

all of it 

only the birds can fly beneath it 
and I can hear the little sparrows 
chirping in confusion 

for they do not know 

where the sunlight has gone 

all of it shrouded 

and the winds pick up 

and hiss like Medusa's serpents 
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This dayeeeeel will sit within a room 

full of machines that instill disillusionment 
now the telephone lines connect me 

to an earthly void 

in this place......and with these machines 

time becomes hollow 

the time clock becomes a jester 

the soul turns itself into a statue 

looking to a sky that it cannot see 

these machines incite a confusion of electricity 
these machines crush all gentleness 

replacing it with a most wearisome 

and mundane routine 

these machines plant seeds of remorse in the subconscious 
these machines.....created in the image 

of so many seemingly radiant 

and golden deceivers 

these machines that have made catacombs 

out of so many of my memories 

I cannot understand what itis 

that they hope to believe in 

in a society full of mad and false tongues 

I am waiting here.......expecting 

machine VOiCeSecooeesmachine cacophonies 

machine tombs of the soul 

I am waiting for the night to free me 

from this consumerist abyss 

waiting for galaxies to implode 

stars to spew hydrogen chaos and creation 
nebulas to glow like torches in the wasteland 
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Iam waiting 

for the sunlight to pierce me 

to purify me.....absolve me 

from all of that mental darkness 
that has ruptured through 
cracks within the soul 


I cannot tell you anything 

you must see the visions 

you must dance in a dream 

where the shadows could never dance 


you must sense for yourself 

the barriers thinning 

the mirage mingling with reality 
waiting for your entire soul to exist 
in fragmented reality 


I have felt my own soul 

define itself 

as a withering vine 

strange lines in the Nazca sand 

I have followed the hallucinated path 

I have climbed the threshold of the star 


over the ashen horizon 

I behold the caravans 

peddling their dark matter and sorcery 

I have seen the electricity 

of the great cities 

channelled into illuminating the catacombs 


KE 


- 10/2022 


256 


A fog shrouded street 

A skeletal tree 

It?s branches symbolic of the void between hours 
Of the void between night and day 

Of the void between the living and the departed 
A fog shrouded mind 

Whistling to the emptiness 

The tongues of the shadows are silent 

I can find no reconciliation here 

A skeletal tree standing as a monolith 
Revealing our existence 

In a fragment of time 

Floating upon void... Night 

Interspersed with hydrogen infernos 

A fog filled with souls 

The flesh standing before the mirror 
Confronted with its own transformation 
Eyes beholding the void that is 

The void that always existed 

The skeletal tree stands as a sarcophagus 
At the end of a fog shrouded street 
Threshold to a new beginning 
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It is the routine that ravages me 

An existence chained to the hourglass 

I do not see the dawn 

As an angelts wings spreading 

I see it as exile 

into the domain of machines without souls 
Sometimes I try and forget the brighter days 
What are they to me now 

But thorns piercing through the body 

and into the soul 

My ethereal blood is shed 

For now the machines 

Do not even know whether or not they exist 
And I am becoming more and more like them 
Life given over to endless routine 
Fragments of my soul 

Vanishing into the atmosphere 

The moon is no longer a sepulcher 

adorned with doves 

It?s light is no longer a memory of heaven 
At times I feel my thoughts 

becoming lost within the machines 

The electrified pulsations 

I am fading from this world 

Alienated...... - being told the lies of shadows 
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I could feel it 

upon that morning of the red moon 

the eyes and ears of crows 

waiting for discarded bodies 

scorched and anointed 

by an immense indifference 

souls wandering deserts 

not aimless.....but searching for eternal ascension 
the living tongues dripping scorpions 

scorpions with jeweled eyes seeking the taste of death 
inside of mountains 

catacombs of radioactive oil drums 

on the radio.....propaganda 

the masses riled and fed their bloodsports 

from the desert.....narcotics that enabled 

epic journeys of annihilation 

winds of jasmine and napalm blew on quiet Sundays 
politicians pointed their fingers at the forsaken 
I could feel it......the earth opening 

the release of vapors.....inciting prophecies 

in the Hast......mad dictators....with atomic weapons 
ambitions of the gluttons 

yet there are still 

muses hidden in the dark forest.....inspiring 

poets whose words are like jackals 

bloodied fangs hidden among flowers 
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I was upon that orchid scented isle 

in the bluest sea 

I was there in the house 

of the loveliest of flowers 

with dark eyes.....-freen eyeSee..eblue eyes 

my soul seeking to become enraptured by flesh 
dark raven hair.....and illusions of love 

I sacrificed ages of my soul 

for brief moments of fire 

I then returned to sea 

and later drowned in the world 

the world.....not in the sea 

yet I continue on ..eeehalf resurrected 

I continue on ...eunder a moonlight full of hieroglyphs 
moths congregating by the lantern's light 
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The telephone at work 

rang all afternoon 

the worms crawled across the ground 

in silent ceremony 

I could not recognize myself anymore 

I was given up to the grinding of the soul 
I am simply undermined each day 

in service to the hollow dollar 

I can not imagine 

anything full of stability now 

the night descends and the orchids are revealed 
the hands.....the eyes.....the ears...eethe mouth 
the exaltation 

the void feeling presses down on me 

out on the streets 

an endless river of steel carriages 

motion and fumes 

roses and daggers 

we want to feel the Sun's immensity 

to imagine its grand scale 

but how could we ever 

we are small creatures 

in a world of evolution and mirage 

from dawn to twilight 

we create streams of thought 

that transform into vapor 

and disappear into a horizon of dark clouds 
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From the shadows 

The songs of such madness sound 

From the shadows 

Where the roses grow around the heart 

To that place where we discover 

Where we finally see 

Our destiny within a broken mirror 

Where no moonlight touches gracefully 

In that place where eyes watch us 

Just eyes ..we see nothing more.....just eyes 
In that place I have walked alone 

Between the edge of something infinite 

and something impossible 

In that place where I had looked for answers 
Yet where I have found only riddles 

and the darkest magic 

In that place where the sunlight is but obscurity 
These old shadows...... these ancient shadows 
They get within the soul... deep within the soul 
They become a part of you 

And you become a part of something 

Beyond the understanding of the modern age 
As there is much complexity 

beyond our understanding 

Something so far reaching 

That we will never truly recognize 

While our soul is joined with the body 

In this world where sometimes 

Illusions and visions ascend into creation 
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I cannot recognize you now 

flowe reeeeeed Ove 

raven of cold death 

through storms of incense winds 

the destruction of mental pillars 

the mind can become enraptured 

with its own essence 

of separation from the solar warmth 
the light that illuminates the bridge 
to the ancient past 


I cannot understand the cycles of my own existence 
I am a pretender 

a flute player fluting the music of disenchantment 
I have always gravitated 

towards an ecstatic and momentary resurrection 

I looked into the sky 

seeking crystalline angel faces 


Now I can see nothing glowing 

only a dim radiance 

a faint.....spectral twilight 

as night becomes the dominant kingdom 
as night becomes the sacred realm 

as the shroud descends 

and the flowers disappear.....the doves disappear 
and the legions of bats are awakened 
and go forth from their obsidian caves 
to dance in the dark skies 

beyond our cities of false idols 
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When one portion of the mind 

is open to the astral 

that is.....what is surrounding us 
always surrounding us 
hiddeneeeeunseen 

when one half of oneself 

has no blinders 

to that other side of reality's coin 
what a perplexing situation can arise 
all that can be let loose within oneself 
the storms of echoes 

the intrusion of thoughts 

growing like vines 

within the very sense of identity 

I can not ....not believe in the impossible 
when it speaks to me nightly 

in its mother tongue 

when it is like a hydra roaring 

in my own conscious awareness 

CON ZS UC SecceecE YC Seecceeelangs 

divine lightning striking down 

the unworthy miscreant 
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Within this light 

I have placed some of my essence 

And it may go out beyond 

And mingle with the light of different stars 
Within this light 

I have placed a tiny bit of my soul 

The essence of my soul 

Lones who this day walk the Earth 

That blue jewel in the dark sea of infinity 
Within this light 

I place some of the essence of my dreams 

That it may shine down upon 

Different oceans.....different forest 

Different deserts 

Where it may shine down through different skies 
Within this light 

Is a little bit of essence.....a2 little bit of who I am 
A man...e. a SOUL 

One who believed that the imagination 

That the dream itself is a threshold 

That it is the dream that is the true beginning 
This light created of a dream 

Returned to a dream 

Within this light.....this little bit of essence 
That you may know that I was.....that I once lived 
I lived just like you..... 

amidst all of this mysterious creation 

I lived...... I believed 

That two worlds can embrace within a dream 

That two souls 

can find each other within a dream 

Even across so much vastness.......8s0 much time 
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I behold a plateau of illusions 

I journey through a desert of streets 

And machines without a living soul 
Sometimes I feel like an exile 

I feel a part of myself vanishing from this world 
And stepping foot within another 

Sometimes I feel the winds of another world 
Sometimes I see its twilight 

Its stars rising into the heavens 

I behold a city where mirages 

are the only reality 

Where a kind of divine electricity is harnessed 
Where illusions are born 

and given sacredness 

This is where I feel most alone 

For I could never bring myself 

To believe in such illusions 

I see temples to a monetary deity 

I see sacrifices offered through indifference 
I see multitudes of golden calves 

Wearing many mask.... adorning many faces 

I walk down crowded streets 

Yet I feel a gathering of emptiness 

It is here that I search 

for a light that my soul may recognize 

I can hear the sound 

Of the city’s commercialized heartbeat 
Golden chalices overflowing with vanity 
Yet in all of my wretchedness 

I feel all the more alive 

For I am not a captive 

To the hierarchy of mirages 

The aristocracy drunk on spectacles 

Iam a stranger to this hollow radiance 

The light I know is dimmer 

Yet it shall remain when darkness descends 
upon all else 
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I am calling out 

into the atmosphere of car exhaust 

calling out to discover 

a Single true moment 

for what is before my eyes is a fabrication 
a great mirage of metal and electricity 
with insidious intentions to produce 
commodify....consume..ediscard 

and fuel the flames of illusion 


and it all leeches away 

the will to breathe 

the true air of life 

at the end of the day 

wondering what....if anything....truly happened 


and sometimes the candles flicker 
symbolizing the presence 
of a true spectral visitation 


the real does not exist in stone 
it has no pillars 

only the illusion of pillars 
and only sometimes 


tomorroOweeeeel Shall go forth 

into the land of motion 
machineryeeeeedigitalized institutions 

the windecseed LUTGSeceeebiLrdSeceeCars 

electricity to power an entire civilization 
of enchantment to be had or lost 

by the muse's whims 

we are at fate's mercy 
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No.w.eeethere is not always something to see 
not even snakes and roaches 

who as we have foreseen 

will remain upon the Earth in the final days 
I do know that other realities exist 
overlapping one another 

sometimes we are observed 

sometimes we are fed upon 

our auric field infiltrated and drained 

most go about their lives never aware of this 
what there is that can be comprehended 

is but a fragment 

what there is that mesmerizes 

brings multitudes to stare into empty spaces 
looking for hidden intricacies 


we most often sway to the whims 

of the collective unconscious 
however....every now and again 

oddities present themselves 

a spirit within the flesh will become a rogue 
every now and again 

one will turn against the grain 

cry out blasphemies 

purge their soul through screams 

realize the presence of a darkness 
instilled by the modern world 

and still hold on to the hope 

that some otherworldly and invisible light 
will sanctify 
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Walk out with me 

into the haunted void 

into the phantom-infested ether 
walk with me 

out into the abyss of broken mirrors 


go with me 
to the mirage 
that never vanishes 


walk with me 
to the threshold 
of the lunar eclipse 


walk with me 
into the oasis 
of the liberated mind 


walk with me 
to where the sunlight 
shines within a waking dream 


open your eyes with me 
and see all that radiance 
of the heavenly spheres 


ponder with me 

what we hear 

the oldest trees whispering 

and we will hear....we will hear 


down through the vast 
corridors of time 
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36. 


Tomorrow I must return 

to the grinder that grinds my soul 

the telephone will ring 

druids searching for new sacrifices 

machines and microwaves 

boiling whatever spiritual joy remains 

the only escape it seems 

is to be cut loose from the dollar's shackles 
and I am brainwashed to fear such an emptiness 


I must return... l must return 

to be paper cut by customer voices 

pushed further into a mental exile 

pushed further from childhood's innocent bliss 
I must return and for a time 

offer up my soul to the altar of servitude 


tomorrow.e...for eight hours 
I will be afflicted with alienation 
pushed into a cauldron of dreary inner reflection 


tonight I will sleep 

and escape into a complete void 
where nothing is felt 

where nothing is dreamt of 


yet I know that the stars are still out there 
still above me 

trying to reach me 

trying to connect with me 

as they once did 

and someday they will again 

at the very end at least 

yet hopefully before 
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I walk where the shadows walk 

I speak where the darkness sings 

I dream where the mushrooms weave creation 
I hear the whispers of the fairies 

in the hidden regions of the forest 


I go to the lands of endless sunset 
and there in visions 

I see the vast clouds in space 
where stars are born 


I go to the places 
where the watchers see within the soul 


I go to the places where illusions crystallize and shine 
I wander....aimlessly.....deserts of the broken heart 
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Long have I been lost 

in a sea of shadows 

in a catacomb of foul air 

long have I despaired 

at the thought of certain memories 
some things of the mind.....with fangs 
how they can devour 


Long have I been wandering 

a mental abyss 

a plateau of illusion-ridden hollowness 
long have I despaired 

at the sight of certain faces 
memorieS.eee.eereflections 

seen in a mirror which lies within 


Long have I been drifting 
down that road 
overtaken by twilight 


as the night descends 

I hear the cries of wolves 

I behold a gathering of bats 
I come to a crossroads beneath 
the pale light of the Moon 

in the distance 

I see someone approaching 

a most ancient one 

known by many names 


do I give up that soul 

that very soul....so afflicted 

or do I cry out to the Almighty for mercy 
a rising hope for salvation 

yet of the flesh....or of the spirit 

I must make a choice 

as the moments pass 

and the stranger approaches ever nearer 


the stranger.....though in truth 
this most notorious spirit 


for I know the one who approaches 
by legend and deed 

by unmistakable presence 

and the fear within me 
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